at midday. I had fifteen yesterday. . . . Pooh, that's nothing, we had
thirty-two here one day last week."
There was a muffled cry from behind the next screen. Then a sudden
wail. Doctor Kravchenko hurried from behind the screen, carrying a
wet gasping little creature, only a second or two old. A nurse quickly bore
him away, but not before Ludmilla had seen him.
" Oh," she cried, " Is that what they look like ? But he isn't a bit ugly.
I thought they were all quite hideous when they were born. Will mine
look like that ? "
" Hideous ? ** retorted the young nurse. " We think they're the most
beautiful creatures in the world, and so will you too . . . just you wait.
. . . Now you're nearly ready. Here comes the Doctor.55
The white table was wheeled close beside the bed.
" Now, it's to be a girl, is it ? " said Doctor Kjravchenko, bending over
Ludmilla, and gently touching her damp forehead. ** Don't be surprised
if it's a boy. We are having a run of boys to-day. Here goes." She knotted
a towel round the bed-rail* " Now, darling, when the next big pain comes
hang on to this and push hard. One, two^ three, now . . . there ! that
wasn*t bad, . . ."
** I'll do the next push better/5 murmured Ludmilla, a concentrated
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